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Oh, dear old faithful Major! 
Deep in your eyes I see 

The gentle love and kindness 
You’ve always shown for me. 


You never sulk nor grumble; 
Such ways you always shun; 
And when you hear me call you, 

You answer on the run. 


And now this little “Puggy” 
Has come to live here too. 
You'll have to teach him manners, 
So he will grow like you. 


—L. H. H. 
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A LITTLE GIRL IN A BIG WORLD 


Bessie Evans Petrincer 


IV 


SES} HE day was over, with all its merriment and 
cheer, and Christmas evening found the Temple 
family reunited after more than a year of heart- 
breaking separation between mother and son. 
The evening shades settled quietly down after a busy, 
exciting day, and the family lingered in the twilight with 
only the leaping flames 
from the open fire light- 
ing up the room.. 
. Little Adrian La 
Verne, the real author 
of this happiness, sat 
on the floor with the 
Persian cat curled up 
in her lap, while she 
watched the fire reflect 
the dazzling lights from 
the glittering ornaments 
and ropes of _ tinsel 
which decorated the 
tree. She was building 
for herself air castles, efdnani % 
dreaming fairy tales 
and weaving romances. Srammtry Sallie 
No one looking at the 
simple, happy child stroking the big gray cat would have 
imagined that her life held a romance strange and won- 
derful as fairy lore, which, like all such stories, was to 
end with “And they all lived happy ever after.” At that 
very moment in the room up stairs where Lizzie was 
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_ putting the baby to bed in “Mr. Raymond’s own crib,” 
the French nurse was saying, “I’ve lived in this country 
many years. I came from France when I was sixteen 
with a family named La Verne. The father and mother 
died in Florida and the son and daughter went back to 
the old country to live with an uncle. They wanted me 
to go back with them, but I liked it here best.” 

“La Verne? That’s the name of that orphan kid 
down stairs. Adrian La Verne! It’s a pretty fancy 
name for a brat like that. I hain’t no patience with this 
idea of bringing people into your house you don’t know 
nothing about. I’m going to keep a close watch on the 
silver when she leaves! Mrs. Temple is that took with 
her that she’d let her walk off with the jewel box and 
never know it!’ Lizzie’s face was almost as hard as 
her words. 

The French nurse was staring in surprise. ‘“Ad- 
rian? Why, that was Mrs. La Verne’s name! Who is 
the child and where did she come from? Is it that thin, 
homely little girl I saw when we first came in? The 
one with the brown curls?” 

“That's the one,” answered Lizzie, “only she ain't 
so homely when you look at her close. “Taint likely it’s 
the same family, is it?” 

“T’m not so sure. There were three children, but 
the older boy was too fond of wine at school and got into 
some sort of trouble, not very bad, but he was scared 
and ran away. That was when I was with them. The 
family took on awful and hunted far and near for Mr. 
Francis. They traced him out West on a train that was 
wrecked, and they were quite sure he was killed. Then 
the parents died and Miss Verna and her little brother 
went back to France. I haven’t heard from them for 
years.” 

Lizzie gently drew “Mr. Raymond’s baby blanket” 
over the sleeping child as she asked, “And you say the 
mother’s name was Adrian?” 

“Yes, and the two names together!” The woman 
knit her black brows as if in thought. “Mr. Francis was 
just my age, and I’m near fifty now; Miss Verna was 
two years younger, and Paul was a baby when we came 
across, more than thirty-five years ago. I used to have 
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their address; maybe I have it now among some old 
papers; but if you'll stay with the baby I’m going down 
this minute and try to get a good look at that child. You 
say she came from the orphan asylum and nobody knows 
anything about her? My mother and grandmother were 
brought up in the La Verne family, and I lived with them 
until I was a woman grown. I’m going down right now!” 

In a moment she was back up stairs so excited Lizzie 
was afraid she would waken the baby. 

“They were in the dark and I couldn’t see her very 
well, but once when the fire flared up I caught just the 
shape of her face and those lashes, and she’s for all the 
world like Miss Verna! Her eyes—are they gray?” 

“Yes, they’re gray,” answered Lizzie, “but I’ve seen 
“em when I thought they was black.” 

“TI know just what you mean,” exclaimed the nurse. 
“I’m going to talk with ‘that child to-morrow morning!” 

In the meanwhile Adrian, quite unconscious of the 
conversation going on in the room above, stroked the 
eat and watched the flashing lights amid the boughs of 
the Christmas tree. Presently the cat looked up to in- 
quire why the hand which stroked his back had paused, 
and he found Adrian’s eyes closed and her head nestled 
comfortably against a hassock. 

Raymond’s wife, who as yet was not very strong, 
had also fallen asleep on the couch, while Mrs. Temple 
in the Morris chair before the fire leaned her white head 
against her son who perched upon the broad arm of the 
chair holding her frail hands between his strong ones. 

“It’s been a glorious day, Mother, the happiest of 
my whole life! I hurt you, Mother, and there’s nothing 
I can do now to atone for my selfishness. You haven’t 
told me yet you forgive me, but you will, won’t you?” 
The deep earnest voice was at first pleading, then it 
changed to a childish, coaxing tone: “Mudy, dear, from 
this time forward let's be good children and never, never 
quarrel again! You promise me that you won’t get mad 
again and quit the game, and I’ll promise you that here- 
after I’ll always tell you before I get married. Come 
on now, let’s call it a bargain,” and in school-girl fashion 
mother and son sealed the bargain with a kiss. 

If it had been a glorious day for Raymond it had 
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been as much to his mother. The morning had passed 
in a whirl of excitement from the time the young man 
brought his pretty wife and brown eyed baby home to 
his mother’s house and the French nurse had brought up 
the rear loaded down with boxes and bundles tied with 
tissue paper and bunches of holly. After Mrs. Temple 
had consented to see her son and meet his wife she could 
scarcely wait for the appointed time, and kept sending 
Adrian to the window to look up the street and see if 
they were not in sight. 

Lizzie’s hard, crabbed face had seemed more set 
and stern than usual this bright Christmas morning. It 
was clearly evident she was not in accord with this “kiss 
and make up” conduct on the part of her mistress, and 
although she performed every duty with a pains-taking 
conscientiousness, the perfection of her service was so 
marred by her ill humor that one was reminded of George 
Elliot’s remark that ‘“‘an apple may be sound at the core, 
but so hard and bitter no one can eat it.” Of course 
Lizzie was too well trained to express verbally her dis- 
approbation, but silence with her was far more signifi- 
cant that words, and her tightly twisted hair said more 
than some people could have expressed in language. 
Hers was a strong, narrow-minded personality, so de- 
termined as to dominate the entire household and in- 
fluence others against their will, or rather in spite of it. 
No one could be indifferent or ignore Lizzie’s presence 
any more than one could be unconscious of the cold 
breath of air which comes stealthily down from the snow- 
capped peaks the very moment the weary, watchful sun 
dips below the horizon’s rim in search of his well-earned 
rest. 

Mrs. Temple seemed not to mind her servant’s dis- 
position, and would have been quite surprised had she 
known that much of the weary heartache of the past 
year was due to this woman’s influence; that ignorant, 
unenlightened Lizzie, more than any other factor in her 
life, had caused those deep-drawn sighs and that whit- 
ened hair instead of the joyousness she should have felt 
in her son’s marriage. Years spent together under the 
same roof had no doubt given Mrs. Temple an insight 
into the sound core of her servant’s heart, and thus she 
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allowed herself to be governed to some extent by the 
hardened exterior. 

This morning, however, the mother was so happy 
in anticipation of her son’s coming that Lizzie was quite 
forgotten, and only Adrian and the cook tasted the un- 
savory bitterness of her few words. 

A half hour before the appointed time Raymond 
Temple sprang from his auto and dashed up the porch 
steps with his baby, and before Mrs. Temple could make 
her little speech of welcome and forgiveness he had put 
the baby in her arms and, holding his mother close the 
three whirled about the hall in Raymond’s old boisterous 
fashion. 

“She’s our Christmas present to you, Mother! We'd 
have bought you a boy only you made such a failure of 
me we thought you'd better try a girl this time! Ain’t 
she a dandy? And she’s named after you! But 
Mother mine, I’ve got another girl for you, too, the 
sweetest girl that ever lived! Here she is now—this is 
Helen, Mother. She’s your daughter, but she’s my 
wife.” 

The dreaded moment had come when she was to 
meet the woman who had deprived her of her son—the 
woman whom she had almost hated for a whole year! 
For an instant they both hesitated, then swift as tears 
come to the eyes, or the voice of God speaks to him who 
will but listen, she opened her arms and the girl-wife 
found the heart of Raymond’s mother. 

“And who’s this?” as Raymond caught sight of 
Adrian beaming upon them from the stair landing. 

“She’s our good angel, Adrian La Verne,” answered 
his mother. “She was just telling me the other evening 
when your ’phone rang, that you were not to blame in 
the least and that the fault was all mine. She’s responsi- 
ble for this happy reunion. Come, Adrian, this is Mr. 
Raymond Temple, my son, and his wife, my daughter.” 

“How can I thank you?” He took the child’s tiny 
hand in his big one. “St. Adrian you shall ever be, and 
from this moment forward you are the guardian angel of 
this household.” Just then he caught sight of the old 
servant and called to her, “Hi, Lizzie, come here,” and 
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as the woman approached with stern, expressionless face 
he took the baby from his mother. 

“Come on, come on! I’m not going to get even 
with you for shutting me off on the telephone all this 
year! I can’t think of a punishment great enough for 
your crime, so I’m just going to forgive you right here 
and now! Put out your arms; I’m going to allow you 
to hold my daughter, just once, so I can see if you've 
forgotten how.” 

Lizzie’s arms remained at her side, and without 
even a glance at the baby she muttered, “You've gotten 
along without my help so far, I guess you don’t need 
me now. I finished with that kind of service when you 
was a baby.” 

“Bless me! You're jealous and I never guessed it!” 
He threw back his head with a loud laugh and was just 
about to drop the baby on the floor head first when Liz- 
zie grabbed it. 

“You don’t know how to handle a baby!” she said 
sternly. “I don’t see what your wife means by letting 
you hold it! It’s time some older person was looking 
after you or you'd kill the child.” 

The young father was still laughing when her eyes 
dropped to the pink and white bundle in her arms. The 
baby’s brown eyes opened wide and its little mouth 
puckered into a cry. The old woman drew the child 
close and her harsh voice softened to a gentle croon, 
soothing the child as only a mother or nurse knows how. 

“Now!” demanded the proud father with assurance, 
“You never saw a nicer baby than that, now did you, 
Lizzie?” 

The servant looked up quizzically, “She is a nice 
baby, but I’ve seen nicer.” 

Raymond gasped with indignation, “You have? 
Where? Whose?” 

“Your mother’s.” For the first time Adrian saw 
Lizzie smile. 

That was only the begining of the good time! Cook 
tried to outdo all former efforts in the way of dinner. 
The tree gave up its beribboned packages like fruit from 
an Oregon orchard. Raymond went up to his old room 
and brought down his banjo, and his wife sang college 
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WEE WISDOM 9 
songs while he joined in the chorus, and Mrs. Temple 
and Adrian devoted themselves to the baby. 

The short day drew to a close, the dusk of evening 
settled down upon the world and the stars came out one 
by one until the heavens were strewn with “the forget- 
me-nots of the angels.” But the softest, brightest rays 
that night were shed from the Bethlehem star which, un- 
seen now by human eyes touches still the hearts of men 
with its promise of “good tidings of great joy,” bringing 
with it the Divine assurance of “Fear not, for unto you 
is born a Savior,” teaching the sacredness of family ties 
and human affection as personified in the Virgin Mother, 
and reminding the world once more that the first message 
of the Christ Child was the “peace on earth” which alone 
can teach us to know the peace in heaven, preaching the 
gospel that to understand the good will of God we must 
first understand “good will to men.” 

(To be continued.) 


WIND WISHES 


Wild wind, blowing to-day, 

Blow my troubles and tears away; 

Blow them as far as the torn, white clouds, 
Freeing the sky from the clinging shrouds. 
Wild wind, blowing to-day, 


Blow my troubles and tears away. 


Wild wind, blowing to-day, 

Blow my follies and faults away; 

Blow them away like the smoke’s black coil, 
Leaving the sunbeams to bless the soil. 
Wild wind, blowing to-day, 

Blow my follies and faults away. 


Wild wind, blowing to-day, 

Blow some generous thought my way; 
Blow it to me like some wing-ed seed, 
Sown to grow to a lovely deed. 

Wild wind, blowing to-day, 

Blow some generous thought my way. 


—Selected. 
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THE LADY OF LOVE 
Vera Brown 


HE little lame girl looked out of the window at 

C the stars. Everything was so peaceful and 

quiet out here in the country that one felt rested 

just to be still, even though it was impossible 

to sleep. They had brought her out here to Aunt Jane’s 

in the hope that the bracing mountain air might help to 
strengthen her frail little body. 

That night about nine o'clock she had felt such a 
beautiful warm love presence about her and had dreamed 
of a lovely lady in a pink cloak who came and kissed her 
gently. “Soon you will be all well,” she had seemed to 
say, in a voice of wonderful sweetness. Then the lady 
had taken her up and wrapped the pink cloak about her. 
After that she remembered no more, but wished that the 
dream would come again and drive the pain away that 
kept hurting her leg. 

When her mother had left that afternoon, Maisie 
cried for a long time, and her little cousin Daisy had 
brought up a beautiful white Angora kitten, “because it 
was something warm and cuddly and liked to be loved.” 
Maisie had answered crossly that she didn’t like cats at 
all! Daisy looked very hurt, but Aunt Jane said, “There, 
dear; Maisie is very tired and wants to rest.” And then 
they both kissed her and went away. 

Since she had had the dream she was sorry she had 
been so cross, and wished very much for that “something 
warm and cuddly.” She began to cry, and didn’t notice 
a little white furry thing that came softly through the 
door and jumped up on her bed. But kitty knew how 
to make itself heard, and said “Meow!” Maisie stopped 
erying. “Oh, you dear little thing!” she said; “how did 
you know that I wanted you?” 

Kitty just purred contentedly and nestled in the 
little arms. Somehow this little white thing seemed to 
drive the pain away, just as the lady in the dream did. 

The moon came out from behind a cloud and shone 
full into the room. Kitty now began to be playful, and 
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ran all about. By and by the little mischief jumped up 
on a table and upset Aunt Jane’s basket of spools, which 
she soon had rolling about in all directions. Maisie 
laughed aloud and didn’t notice her aunt look in at the 
door and quietly slip away again, smiling to herself as 
she thought, “Love worketh like magic.” 

After a time pussy got tired and once more jumped 
upon the bed, this time nestling down for a good long 
sleep; and soon Maisie was fast asleep too. 

* * * * * *% * * * 


The next day Maisie saw the rest of her cousins. | 
Margerite was a girl of fourteen—just two years more 
than Maisie. Tom was a little older than his sister, and 
looked as if he were a big tease. Maisie thought at first 
that she wouldn’t like him very much. Then there was 
big, jolly Uncle Tim, who had called to see her once or 
twice in the city, bringing with him nice baskets of fruit. 

The strange thing about this family was that they 
never seemed to get cross. No matter how many mean 
things Maisie would say, they seemed to give her more 
and more love. She couldn’t understand it; and they 
didn’t seem to regard her as sick—rather as a very dear 
guest to be entertained. Ever since the time—four years 
ago—when she had fallen and hurt herself so, she had 
been told that she would always be an invalid. Now 
things seemed to be just the other way. 

(You see this family were believers in the Truth, 
just as you and I are.) 

Uncle Tim carried Maisie out under the cherry 
tree during warm weather, and the children played near 
by. Not far from this cherry tree was a large oak with 
broad branches—the kind that are so splendid for climb- 
ing upon. 

One day Maisie saw the two girls and Tom carry- 
ing wood and tools. “What are you going to do?” she 
called. 

“Build a house in the oak tree,’ answered Tom. 
“Pa gave me a box of tools last Christmas, and the other 
day I found some lumber that no one wants. So you 
just watch and see what we make!” 

Of course, being in a tree, it wasn’t a very big 
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house, and it hadn’t any roof; but it did make a dandy 
playhouse, and many were the good times that went on 
in there. By turns it was a store, hotel, palace, boat, and 
—oh, all sorts of things! 

One day Maisie grew tired of lying still in her ham- 
mock, and cried, “Oh, Tom, couldn’t you = Uncle Tim 
carry me up there too?” 

“Nobody can get up there unless they ‘walk! * de- 
clared Tom, and went away cheerily whistling. 

Maisie had almost forgotten that there was such a 
thing as pain; but when Tom said this all the old feel- 
ings came back again and she said to herself, “There! I 
just knew that boy was a mean tease.” She had been so 
happy, and.now Tom had reminded her that she was 
lame and couldn’t walk. Oh, dear! 

Just then the little kitten jumped upon her lap, and 
she rémembered the beautiful lady of her dream, and 
smiled quickly to keep the tears back. Then Daisy, who 
had heard the conversation, came up and put her arms 
about Maisie, saying, “Love will find a way.” 

Margerite had been sitting very quietly with her 
hands folded and her eyes closed (just as we do when 
we go into the silence). Soon she too joined her sister 
and cousin; the clouds that had momentarily gathered 
on Maisie’s face cleared themselves away, and the three 
had a bright, happy afternoon playing with their dolls. 

Just before time to go indoors for supper, Ralph 
Holmes came running by. Seeing Maisie, he shouted 
something taunting about her not being able to walk. 
Right then, however, Tom appeared and answered back, 
“Maisie’s got as good a pair of legs as any one; only she 
hasn’t learned to use ’em yet.” And before the other had 
time to reply, Tom was over the fence and telling Ralph 
all about the new football team. Maisie changed her 
mind about Tom’s being a tease. 


That night when Maisie was by herself she thought 
over what Tom had said. Well, if there was a way to 
walk she would learn how. As she grew very still with 
thought, a picture came before her of Margerite sitting 
so still and quiet. She wondered if she closed her eyes 
and kept very still, if she would look so peaceful and 
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happy. Maisie tried it, and in this little silence came 
Daisy’s words, “Love will find a way.” And so, all un- 
consciously, she had received her first lesson in healing. 
That night the beautiful lady again appeared in the 
dreams of the little girl, and she seemed to be saying, 
“Courage! courage! Soon you will be free!” 
(To be continued.) 


le CHILD-GARDENING 


Conducted by LIDA H. HARDY 


THE GOSPEL REVEALED IN JESUS CHRIST 
GOD MANIFEST IN MAN 


“Lead the child through Nature to Nature’s God.’—Froebel. 


A two years’ course of Practical Christianity lessons for children in 
the home and the Sunday school. 

The first year’s course is made up entirely of nature talks—"‘God’s Gifts 
to His Children.’’ Through these the child is led to observe Life in its 
different degrees of manifestation, and is made to know that every creation 
of God, however lowly, has its place inthe one great whole, of which the 
child himself is only another expression. The first year’s lessons close 
with the Christmas story, ‘‘God’s Gift of His Son”—our perfect pattern, 
from which, through the following year, the child learns the lessons which he 
needs in love, kindness, truthfulness, and obedience. 

The second year’s course includes lessons on the childhood, boyhood, 
and manhood of Jesus the Christ, his life and his teachings—from the 
marger to the throne. 


LESSON XI 
(John 3: 1-17) 

Subject: Jesus and Nicodemus. 

Seed Thought: “Thou art a teacher come from God.”— 
John 3:2. 

Point of Contact: A little child’s first desire to do right. 

Mildred, the other day as I passed your house I was so 
glad to see you, Margaret, and Elizabeth having such a happy 
time together. 

“You would’t say ‘happy’ if you’d passed a little sooner. 
Margaret came to see me first, and she was the very meanest 
thing you ever saw. Why, she just spanked her doll Bettie 
something awful. Lots o’ times I told ’er I didn’t believe in 
spanking dolls, ’cause a long time ago mamma told me that if 
a little girl spanks ’er dolls she’ll feel like hurting live things. 
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Why, Margaret even stuck pins right in my Bobby doll’s flesh! 
I just told ’er she must never, never, never do that thing again. 
Just then we saw Elizabeth coming along and I was glad as I 
could be, ’cause I was just wanting to see somebody that was 
sweet inside. Before Elizabeth got there I told Margaret that 
I just loved Elizabeth, and that she just loved me. I told ’er 
that everybody just loved Elizabeth and always wanted ’er to 
come to see ’um. ‘What do you love ’er for?’ Margaret said, 
‘and what does everybody love ’er for? I told ’er it was ’cause 
she’s always glad and happy and kind. Elizabeth was there 
then, and Margaret said to ’er, ‘Don’t you ever spank your 
dolls and stick pins in ’um? ‘Never,’ Elizabeth said. ‘And 
don’t you ever get cross at people and want to just pinch ’um 
and make faces at ’um? ‘My, no! I try not to.” Then Mar- 
garet said, ‘I’m going to try not to, too, ’cause J want every- 
body to love me the way they do you.’ ‘Then you must love 
everybody,’ Elizabeth said. ‘Is that the way you do? I want 
to do the very way you do, ’cause everybody loves you; you are 
always glad and happy, and everybody just loves to have you 
come to see ’um. No one loves me; no one loves to have me 
come to see ’um, and I’m hardly ever glad and happy. Maybe 
if I do the way you do, I wili get some happy into me and 
won’t want to be cross and do the naughty things.’ When Mar- 
garet said that, Elizabeth put ’er arm around ’er and kissed 
her. Then Elizabeth said, ‘Of course you won’t, dear Margaret. 
A long time ago, on the back coyer of my Wee Wispom there 
was a picture of seven pillows. On the pillows were beautiful 
verses, one for every day in the week. Papa made seven 
pretty mottoes for me, with the verses on, and mamma tied 
ribbons in so I could have the right one hanging up every day. 
The Sunday one said: 


* 
I see but God, * 
For Good I give. si 
God lives in me; . 
In God I live. " 
This one I have said so much that it seems to me that every 
day is Sunday. You see it’s like this, Margaret: No matter 
how cross and hateful anybody seems, you must keep right on 
loving ’um and remembering that God lives in that very one. 
If you’re looking for only the good things, and if you send out 
only good thoughts, you’ll find out that it’s really and truly 
so that God lives in you and in everybody, and that every- 
body lives in God. Then after you find out this it’s easy to 
keep sweet. God does it for you, every day. All you have to 
do is to let ’im. I told mamma I wanted to write my mottoes 
on pieces of paper and take ’um to school with me, and then 
whenever I saw a child forgetting about the Good everywhere, 
I’d just walk right up to ’um and hand ’um a motto. Mamma 
told me that the thing for me to do was to mind my own 
business, so I never did it; but now that you say you want 
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my way, I shall ask papa to make you some mottoes like mine, 
so you can hang ’um up and learn to say ’um every day.’” 


THE LESSON STORY 


In several lessons we have talked about the intellect 
(that in us which wants to know) and the true self. 


Nicodemus’ Visit to Jesus 


When the intellect tells us what to do without listen- 
ing to the true self, it tells us wrong, and we make all 
kinds of mistakes. When the true child shows the intel- 
lect the way, we always walk in the right way, the Christ 
way. 
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To-day’s lesson is about Nicodemus, who could not 
understand the Christ way because he did not let the 
true child show him through the intellect. Living as he 
did is living in the darkness, while letting the Christ 
child speak through the intellect is like living in the light 
of God’s love. Nicodemus used to talk to the people 
about the Bible and about God, and yet he could not help 
the sick people get well; and he was not joyous and 
peaceful, as Jesus was. He felt that Jesus had some- 
thing that he didn’t have, and he wanted it; so one night 
he went to have a talk with Jesus. He wanted to learn 
the rule that Jesus used so that he himself could do the 
things that Jesus did. 

Jesus said: And are you teaching the people about 
God and the Bible without knowing this every-day work- 
ing-rule? 

Listen to the mind! See what it does! And yet did 
you ever see the mind? 

This will help you to feel the wonderful power of 
God, which is behind everything. God did not send his 
Son into the world to be cross to people because they are 
doing the wrong way, but to show them the simple, sweet, 
right way. 

Application: Every day let us ask God to show us 
the way; then we shall make no mistakes. When we 
work without asking God’s help we are in the dark. This 
was the darkness in which Nicodemus came to Jesus. 

The intellect is in the upper front part of the head 
—the forehead. It was from this place that Nicodemus 
thought when he taught the people about God. From 
this place of thinking we cannot know God as Good and 
as everywhere all the time. From this place of thinking 
we cannot understand that God can do all things. 

The Bible says we can only know God through 
Spirit. When we think in Spirit we think in the top of 
the head. This is a higher thinking than thinking in the 
intellect. 

Jesus told Nicodemus that he could not understand 
God unless he talked to him through spiritual thinking. 
He said the spiritual thinking is so much more beautiful 
than thinking from the intellect alone that it is like being 
born again into another more beautiful world. 
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Let us think every day about the pure sweet Christ 
child within us. Every morning let us ask this true child 
within to think our thoughts for us, to see through our 
eyes and hear through our ears. Then we shall know 
that back of all thinking, back of all things, back of 
everything is God the Good, the One Perfect All-in-All. 

At some time we all 

Come to Jesus by night, 

And learn how to change 

Seeming darkness to light. 


FLORENCE AND HER PETS 


Aunt Mary pe Wirt 


Florence Millsaps is a dear’ little five-year-old girl 
living in the sagebrush country, a mile or two outside of 
the little town of Shoshone, 
Idaho. Her brothers are 
big boys, one a young man; 
so the little girl spends a 
great deal of time playing 
with her pets. And what a 
lot of pets she has! Why, 
there are the kittens—one, 
two, three, four, five, six: all 
shades of colors—gray and 
black and striped. I think their names must be Bob, 
Spot, Tommie, Flossie, Fluffin, and Blue. Then there’s 
her pretty pet calf; her chickens, ducks, and old turkey 
gobbler that gobbles a welcome whenever she comes near. 
Then there are her beautiful doggies, Red and Fen. 
Here they are in the two little photos. What a happy 
little girl she is! 

On Florence’s papa’s ranch they have cows and 
cows—so many cows. Shoshone is thus supplied with 
milk and cream from their place. Big Brother drives 
into town every day and leaves milk and cream for all the 
people. 

One day Aunt Helen (you have read of Aunt Helen 
in Were Wispom) rode out to Florence’s home on the 
milk wagon. There she saw the mamma and all the fam- 
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ily. Florence took her all over the place and showed her 
the pets. She said: “Here are my kittens, and I’m going 
to give you one to take back with you!” 

I think Florence was very generous and kind; don’t 
you? She put into Aunt Helen’s arms a dear little Mal- 
tese kitten which we named “Boy Blue.” 

When Aunt Helen returned to our cabin in the sage- 
brush, the little gray kitten in her arms, Aunt Mary 
squealed with delight, just as any little girl would. It 
was nice to have a little kit- 
ten, for Buzzy’s kittens had 
all been given away, and our 
pet “Buffin” was ’way down 
at Virginia Beach. 

Florence is a real Wee 
Wisdom. She and her big 
brothers and all of her fam- 
ily, including her cousins, 
have read the little paper 
for years. 


We hope to some day see a letter in Wer Wispom 
written by Florence herself. 


Virginia Beach, Va. 

My dear Wee Wisdoms:—Maybe you would like to hear 
something of your Aunt Mary’s travels, since you last heard 
from me. Buzzy and I were both so pleased that you liked 
her story! 

You know we stayed in Marengg, Illinois, for nearly a year. 
Then we said Good-by to our little house there, as well as to 
our pretty kittens—all but Buffin. Aunt Helen wound Buffin 
up in a shawl, and he went traveling with us to Chicago, where 
we took the train for Baltimore, Maryland. 

The other kittens all got delightful homes. Silvery, the 
pretty gray Maltese, went with Beatrice and her mamma. And 
now Silvery is a mamma cat to a little gray kitty like herself 
and a pretty yellow one like Buzzy. “Beau,” who could do 
wonderful tricks—sit up and beg, and salute like a soldier— 
went with a lady who had no children. Our lovely “Beauty” 
went with a sweet young lady named Alice, who loves him and 
spoils him. And “Barber,” the baby, went with Robert and his 
three sisters, to live in a brick house across the way. 
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Buffin came with us, taking the long trip in the baggage 
car, with a good-hearted black man to look out for him. Buffin 
spent two nights in a hotel with us, and then we found our 
home. He is a happy kitten, and so beautiful and smart that 
every one loves him. We buy toys for him just as we did for 
Buzzy. When we come home from shopping he always jumps 
on the table and lays his head lovingly on the packages, asking 
if there is not something for him. 

But I expected to tell you about the city of Baltimore, 
and there I’ve written all about kittens instead. 

Baltimore has so many colored people in it you’d be sur- 
prised! I saw two pretty little negro children the other day, 
and they were wheeling pretty little doll buggies with the 
prettiest black bisque dollies I ever saw. 

The colored people have their own churches and their own 
theaters and ten-cent shows here. We have nothing of that 
sort in the West, so I know my California friends will be in- 
terested. I have noticed that the colored people are quiet and 
well behaved on the street cars or in the stores, and wherever 
you may see them. 

The southern white people have beautiful soft, sweet voices 
and are particularly polite and thoughtful—more so than our 
Westerners, who are in too much of a hurry often to think of 
the little things. 

If any of the Wees would care to write to me, I shall cer- 
tainly take pleasure in answering. Lovingly, 

Aunt Mary B. be Wirt, 


FLOY’S LESSON 


Foy was a little girl who lived a long way from 
Kansas City. Her papa had a large store in which he 
sold goods to the people, but Floy had been told that 
she must not go into the store and ask for her papa, 
as he was too busy to talk to little girls during business 
hours. Floy’s auntie, her papa’s sister, was also busy 
in the store, and kept an account of the money that was 
taken in. She was called the “cashier.” 

One evening, when her mama was undressing Floy 
and getting her ready for bed, she said: ‘““Has my lit- 
tle girl done anything that was naughty today, that she 
wants to ask God to forgive her for?” 
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Floy was only three years old at this time, and did 
not always know exactly what was right or wrong for 
her to do. But she was beginning to learn, and some- 
times stopped to ask her mother if a thing was right or 
wrong. Her mama had not burdened her with many 
commands or restrictions, but she had been told that 
she must not do anything to hurt another person or an 
animal, and that she must not bother grown people by 
talking to them. As she was nearly always a good and 
obedient little girl, it had not been necessary to lay 
many commands on her. 

This evening, to her mother’s surprise, she said, 
with an unusually sweet smile, and speaking very 
slowly: “Well, maybe I did, mama. I went into Aunt 
Jennie’s little room where she keeps the money, and I 
opened the money drawer and took out two pennies.” 
Then she added very hastily: “I asked God, mama, and 
he didn’t care. But don’t tell Aunt Jennie!” 

“But have you not been told not to go into papa’s 
store?” asked her mama. 

“Yes, but I didn’t bother anybody. I looked in, 
and auntie and papa were both out, and the clerks didn’t 
care. Besides, I walked very softly so as not to ’sturb 
anybody.” 

Then her mama had to tell Floy how much trouble 
the absence of the two cents would cause her Aunt Jen- 
nie when she came to make up her accounts, and how 
she was injuring her by making her work harder than 
it ought to be. 

So Floy never went into her papa’s store again 
during his absence, and now she is a tall girl and often 
laughs at the way she helped herself to the pennies 
before she had been told that it was wrong to take any- 
thing that belonged to another person.—W. S. 


The glad New Year is filled with cheer— 
Cheer for you and me. 
Our voice we'll raise 
In songs of praise. 
God is our help, 
We have no fear. 
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Bessie Evans Petrincer 


Through the kindness of the American Motherhood 
magazine we are enabled to look upon the bright face 
of our beloved story writer, Mrs. Pettinger, and num- 
ber her among our New Year’s guests. Besides being 
the author of “The Big Fireside,” “The Wee Wisdom 
Club,” and other stories for other magazines, she is 
the sure enough mother of the two Wee Wisdoms whom 
we know as Sallie and Lois. Sallie has made us a pic- 
ture of Adrian La Verne, the heroine of her mother’s 
new story. 


Florence Slack Crawford of Portland, Oreg., is the 
author of the beautiful Flower Messages which ap- 
peared in last year’s Wee Wispom. 
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oN 
= THE WEE WISDOM CLUB ee 
Royal, Secretary 


Here we are in the first month of the new year. What a 
bright array of smiling Wees greet me at the club meeting. 
We have with us three Wees from away off in England. Let 
them speak first. Now Betty, Kathleen, and Diana, tell us all 
about yourselves and your home in England. 

Capp Mill House, Painswick, Glos., Eng. 

Dear Were Wisvom—I am eight years old. We have a 
black cat called Beetle. My cousin and my sister Betty are 
both writing to you. We have got a pony called Kitty. I like 
the story called “Treasure Box,” best. 

s Love to all the Wees, Diana Talbot. 
Capp Mill House, Painswick, Glos., Eng. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI like you very much. Our Auntie 
gave you to us. I am nine years old. I will be ten on January 
4th. I like the story called “A Little Girl in a Big World” 
best. We did not have the October number, because it got 
lost. We live with our Auntie in England, and our cousin, 
Kathleen. Love to all the Wees. Betty Talbot. 

Capp Mill House, Painswick, Glos., Eng. 

Dear Were Wispom—We have had you nearly a year. 1 
will be twelve years old on the 3d of December, and I am five 
feet, three inches tall. I like the story of “A Little Girl in a 
Big World,” and I am looking forward for the next number. 
It was a great pity that the October number got lost in the 
post so we did not get to hear the beginning. I am sending 
you a piece of poetry I made up myself. Here it is: 

I'm a little girl in England— 
Well, I’m not so very small, 
But I like to have Wer Wispom 
More than anything at all. 
Lots of love to all the Wees and lots to little Curtis. 
Kathleen Mason. 
Sounds just like they lived in our country, doesn’t it? I 


guess that Wees are Wees wherever they are. Isn’t Kathleen’s 
poem cute? 
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Here is Willis’ mamma who speaks for the dear little fellow 


and shows us his picture 


I am inclosing a “snap 
shot” of our Wee Willis, taken 
at four years of age, and which 
has pleased many of the Wees, 
big and little. We call it “Two 
Typical Tuolumne-ites,” as 
Willis is a native here, and one 
is as happy, healthy, and free 
as the other. All three of my 
children, Casper Jr.,, Lillian, 
and Willis, think so much of 
the dear little paper, and we 
could not get along without it. 

Lovingly, Willis’ Mamma, 
(Mrs. C. K. Goodwin.) 

We are glad-that you appreciate the visits of Wer Wis- 
pom, Mrs. Goodwin. 

John Wallis has a very nice little speech, but has neglected 
to tell us where he lives. He does fine for a five-year-old boy. 


Dear Wer Wisvom—I am five years old. I like Wee Wis- 
pom. I like the stories very much. I have a dear little sister. 
Her name is Helen. With love, John Wallis. 

(Excuse all mistakes, as he is just beginning to write. 
Mamma. ) 


From North Dakota Mabel gives us greetings and invites 
us to visit her another year. 
Crosby, N. D. 
Dear Were Wisnom—I found I could not do without you, 
so I am sending money to pay your traveling expenses for an- 
other year. How I wish I could see Wee Curtis and Blanche. 
I am twelve years old and am in the sixth grade. I have a dear 
little black Shetland pony. Her name is Beauty. Love to all 
the little Wees. Mabel Halvarsen. 
What have you to say, Ruth? 
Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Dear Were Wisvom—Here I come inviting you to stay for 
two more years. I enjoy you so much, and appreciate the 
Sunday School Lessons. I am twelve years old and in the 
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eighth grade at school. I would like very much if the Wees 
would write to me. My address is 1781 Westwood Ave., Cin- 
cinnati, Ohio. Also I would like very much to join the Boost- 
ers’ Club that has just been organized. 

Yours truly, Ruth Frahm. 


Ah, that is the right idea. The Boosters’ Club should in- 
clude every Wee in the world. Next month we shall tell all 
about it and perhaps print the names of the charter members. 
You had better write in soon and ask to join so that you can 
be a charter member. Of course the Wees will all write to Ruth. 

Minnie has some ideas about the running of Wee Wispom, 
and we should be glad to hear them. 

Crockett, Cal. 

Here I come as fast as I can. I was going to write to you 
for November, but I thought I would wait, for I have a verse 
that I made myself, to bring. I am taking violin lessons, now. 
I have hag about sixteen lessons. My teacher lives in the city 
and comes here every Friday. She brought me out my first les- 
son Friday before last. The name is “Then You'll Remember 
Me.” I think it a very pretty piece. We have a piano now, 
and I am going to take lessons at home. I wish you would 
only publish the very best letters and as many stories as you 
can hold. I love stories. But I like the little letters, too. I 
think I am going to write to some of the Wees. Well, I must 
close. I hope Wee Curtis is well. With a Merry Christmas 
and a Happy New Year, I am, 

Your loving Wee, Minnie Van Heirzen. 

P. S—I send you a little verse that I have made, and I 
would like some of the girl Wees to write to me. 

Minnie’s verse was given to you last month, so we shall not 
publish it again. 

Gusta and Selma join in their little word to us. 


Camp Crook, S. D. 
Dear Were Wisvom—I am very glad I can keep you an- 
other year. I am eleven years old and in the fifth grade at 
school. My sister Selma is seven years old and is in the second 
grade. We have very good times skating with our playmates. 
We have a dog named “Smiler,” and we often play tag with 
him. He sometimes catches us and our tag and keeps it. I 

haven’t very much new for you. From your loving Wees, 
Gusta and Selma Thompson. 
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Lawrence seems to be very anxious to talk to us. What is 
it, Lawrence? 
Rockford, Til. 
Dear Were Wispom—I am a little boy ten years old. I am 
medium sized and am pretty strong. I live on the outskirts 
of town, but people are building houses farther and farther 
out in the country, and the city is making streets out as far 
as the houses are being built. I live in Rockford. I see very 
few letters from boys of nine, ten, and eleven yars of age. I 
see a letter from a farm boy, which I am not. He was ten 
years old, too. His name was Lewis Alford. It was a nice 
letter. I am in the sixth grade in the Montague school, in the 
southwest part of Rockford. I live on a hill, and we can see 
a great way off. It is cool and nice in summer, but it is cold 
in winter, but I am used to it, so do not mind it. I have one 
sister and a mother and father. 
Love to you all. Lawrence Griswold. 
Will some of the boys of Lawrence’s age write to WerE 
Wispom and make his acquaintance? He is a mighty nice boy. 
Aileen has a cheery word for us. 
Toledo, Ohio. 
My dear Wee Wispom—This is the first time I have writ- 
ten to you. I like Wee Wispom very much. I take a great de- 
light in Blanche’s Bible Lessons. I also like to read the letters 
which the little Wees write. I am twelve years old and in the 
sixth grade at school. I go to the Stickney school of Toledo, 
Ohio. I like the Wee Wispom so much that mother said I may 
take it another year. Aileen B. Eberth. 
Myrtle seems to like the letters better than the fairy stories 
alone. See what she says. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Were Wisvom—I am sending you traveling expenses 
for another year. I like Were Wispom very much. I am 
eleven years old and in the the fifth grade at school. I like to 
read the letters that are in the Wee Wispom. The Truth words 
help me very much in school, I have found out that I can’t 
do without Were Wispom. I take piano lessons. Love to all 
the Wees. Myrtle Runke. 


Eugene has a little story about some mice and fly paper. 


Seattle, Wash, 
Dear Wet Wisnom—I am a little boy and I can’t write, so 
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I must get “Mudder” to write for me. I want to tell you some- 
thing about Fred. He is a Jap boy that lived with us, and the 
mice were so bad; and one night Fred said “Me fix ’em.” So 
he spread two sheets of sticky fly paper on the floor in the 
kitchen behind the stove, and in the morning when Marfa came 
down to get breakfast she shrieked “Oh, my?” and we run in 
quick and there was five little mice stretched out dead on the 
sticky paper. And Fred and Marfa laughed and I cried. I 
think the little mice was just minding the mamma mouse and 
going with her to get some dinner. My little Auntie Bonnie 
drawed the big, pretty mouse, and I made the others. They 
look funny, but I can’t make ’em look right. 
Eugene Ransom Moore. 


Of course it wasn’t nice to separate the mice from their 
mamma. If they had known that you did not want them, they 
would not have bothered. 

We weren’t able to get the pictures of the mice in for the 
Wees to see this time. 

My what a bunch of Wees there are still to speak. Emma 
Frederickson and Clara and Lillian Walz all have very happy 
messages of cheer, but we must close our meeting without giv- 
ing them audience, because we haven’t time. 

Before we adjourn let’s hear from Lucy Kellerhouse, who 
has given us some of our most enjoyable stories. She writes: 

“Were Wispom is a fine little magazine, with such good 
writers in. I think ‘Bessie’ Pettinger a tip-top writer, and 
aren’t the Flower Stories dear? I wish I had written them.” 

A lady in Glen Coye, L. I., sends in six subscriptions and 
says: “The inclosure shows how much we think of your paper, 
We have taken it for our children several years.” 

A Happy New Year to all the Wees, and let’s be the happy, 
harmonious helpers of humanity in the coming year, so that 
papa and mamma will be glad to join the club also. You will 
be surprised how it will grow if you will only start it. Write 
and tell us if you want to be a Wee Wispom Booster charter 
member. Do it right away so that your letter will appear in 
the next issue. 


I love my cat, my dog, and doll; 
I love the sunshine bright; 

I love the clouds, the rain, and snow, 
And e’en the stormy night. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 1, January 7, 1912 
THE BIRTH OF JOHN THE BAPTIST FORETOLD. 
—Luke 1: 5-23. 


Golden Text: “Without faith it is impossible to please 
him.”"—Heb. 11: 6. 


Our lessons during the year we are just starting will be 
taken from the New Testament. 

The first lesson is the foretelling of the birth of John the 
Baptist. A priest named Zacharias, while burning incense in 
the temple, was visited by an angel who told him he would 
have a son whom he should name John, and that he should be 
great in the sight of the Lord. Zacharias doubted whether 
this could be so, and because he doubted he was stricken dumb 
until the day of his son’s birth. 

This priest was a good man, believing and trusting in God, 
but he had not quite enough faith to believe what the angel 
told him. 

We who are reading about the life of Jesus and learning 
to apply the things he taught to our own lives, must know that 
the starting point is faith. We should all have abundant faith, 
because we know the truth, and many of us have demonstrated 
it. Let us resolve to use the laws we have learned more this 
year than we ever have before. Since faith is our starting 
point, let us take this thought: “I know that the Spirit within 
me is more powerful than anything in the world.” 

Then when we study the life of Jesus we will remember 
that the Spirit which was in him is the same Christ spirit which 
causes us to live and breathe. The only difference is that Jesus 
used his power, while most of us refuse its help. 

Let us live it this year and see what a change it will make 
in our lives. 


Lesson 2, January 14 
THE BIRTH OF JOHN THE BAPTIST.—Luke 1: 57-75. 


Golden Text: “Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, for he 
hath visited and redeemed his people.”—Luke 1: 68. 
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Our last lesson was the foretelling of the birth of John the 
Baptist. This Sunday we read that the promise of God was 
fulfilled and Zacharias had a son whom he called John, as the 
angel had directed. Then Zacharias’ tongue was loosed and he 
could speak. The first words he spoke were of praise and 
thankfulness to God. 

Right here is our lesson: praise and thankfulness. We 
are not generally thankful enough for what we have. We 
growl because we haven’t more. If we but knew it, these com- 
plaining, dissatisfied thoughts keep good things away from us. 
If we say “Oh, I wish I had nice things like Mabel has; I 
never have anything pretty; all I have is old rags,” why then 
old rags is all we are likely to have. Good things simply can- 
not come in if growly thoughts block the way. If we are al- 
ways full of thankfulness, and praise God for life and health 
and joy, we open the doors for more good to come pouring in. 
Like attracts like, you know. Let us remember and profit by 
this lesson. 


Lesson 3, January 21 
THE BIRTH OF CHRIST.—Luke 2: 1-20. 


Golden Text: “For unto you is born this day in the city of 
David a Savior, who is Christ the Lord.”—Luke 2:11. 


And here again is our Christmas Lesson. “And the angel 
said unto them, Fear not, for behold, I bring you good tidings 
of great joy, which shall be to all people: for there is born to 
you this day in the city of David a Savior, who is Christ the 
Lord.” 


Learn these word, and say them over and over, and the 
.lesson they hold will be taught by the passing years far better 
than I can teach. 

Every year they will become sweeter, until at last they 
will carry with them the sound of chiming bells and soft, won- 
derful chords, and a peace that passeth understanding. But 
for the present, remember this: The Savior born in Bethlehem, 
the Christ Spirit, is within us, ready always to save us from 
the shadows, to teach us to know the real from the unreal, to 
lead us in paths of peace and plenty if we will but listen and 
believe. 
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Lesson 4, Janurry 28 


THE PRESENTATION IN THE TEMPLE.—Luke 
2: 22-39. 


Golden Text: “For mine eyes have seen thy salvation, 
which thou hast prepared before the face of all peoples.”— 
Luke 2:30, 31. 

When the mother and father of Jesus took him to the 
temple, they met a man called Simeon. To most people Jesus 
looked like any other tiny babe, but Simeon, looking with the 
eyes of truth, recognized in Jesus the Savior, Christ the Lord, 
and told Mary of many things which would happen in his life. 

We can look at all things with the eyes of Spirit if we will. 
There are folks who seem cross and ugly, but if we have 
trained our minds to think only good, our eyes to see only good, 
and know that only the good is true, why, we will look beyond 
the unlovely outer and see the beautiful inner self of all people. 
Spirit is always beautiful, and since the Christ Spirit is in 
every one, why, then the real of every one is lovely, no matter 
what the outside looks like. Do you know that when you can 


find the good in a person they can never look homely to you 
again? It is true; try it and see. 


Lesson 5, February 4 
THE WISE MEN LED BY THE STAR.—Matt. 2. 


Golden Text: “Look unto me and be ye saved, all the ends 
of the earth; for I am God, and there is none else.”—TIsa. 45:22. 

King Herod, when he heard about the birth of Jesus, was 
troubled. He had heard that Jesus was to be king of the Jews, 
and that was his position. So he called the wise men to him 
and told them to go and find Jesus and when they found him 
to come back and tell him (Herod), that he might go and wor- 
ship Jesus too. But all the time in his heart the king planned 
when he should find Jesus to have him killed. 

The wise men, led by a star, found the babe and worshiped 
him, and laid before him costly gifts. In a dream they were 
warned not to go back to Herod, and Jesus was saved. 

When everything seems to be going wrong, when shadows 
seem big and black, and the whole world seems out of glow, 
it is well to go away by ourselves and get real quiet and recall 
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the story of King Herod and the wise men. Then say this: 
“There is nothing to fear, for God is here and all things work 
together for good.” Soon we will become calm and peaceful, 
and the world will come right side up again. 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


A happy New Year to 
all the Wees. May it be 
even happier than the last. 
It surely should be, for we 
have learned more about the 
road that leads to happiness. 
It is a silent, peaceful road. 
We must pass through the 
village of obedience, up the 
rocky cliff of self-control 
into the mountain of faith, 
then down the slope of kind- 
liness into the sweet, green 
valley of love. 

If we follow the way 
exactly, and do not turn aside into the shadow paths, we 
will soon reach the state of happiness where all is good 
and bright and beautiful. 

As a New Year’s gift I should like to give each of 
you a boost along the road, but the best way is to boost 
ourselves. Let’s hurry and get a good start. 


ELSIE’S WEEK 


Mary Brewerton Witt 


Sunday I praised the God of light, 
Monday I worked with all my might; 
Tuesday I sang a song of joy, 
Wednesday I cared for Baby-boy. 


Thursday I watered my garden fair, 
Friday I brushed my sister’s hair; 
Saturday I learned this little line: 
God’s love is here for me and mine. 
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A NEW YEAR'S RESOLUTION FOR GOOD WEES 
By Tue Linotype 
Again a new year comes around, 
And resolutions new abound. 
Good Wees will make just one, I know, 
And that will through the whole year go. 


The good Wees all resolve this year 
That they will keep their records clear 
By doing what is right each hour, 
And look to God to give them power. 


4 IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to you. 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 


* * * * * 
I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, 
and I will fill their treasuries. 
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TREASURE-BOX 


Octavia SHANKLIN 
(A new book) 


story for children which is full of all the fas- 
A cination and charm of a fairy story and yet 

rich with the highest teaching for character 
building. Miss Shanklin’s writings are all virile. 
q ‘Two maidens, Walin (pronounced Vahlin) and Basha, 
are looking every day for the coming of a beautiful 
White Princess bearing wonderful treasures. While 
living and playing like all normal children, they are 
storing up ideas and thoughts which are the real treas- 
ures of life. Basha doubted and was willful, and failed 
to do the best she could. Walin was full of faith and 
love and service. The Princess came and found Walin 
ready to go with her, but Basha was left alone on the 
beach, all forlorn. However, the lesson was good for 
Basha; she set about making ready to follow after, and 
finally found her happiness also with the Princess and 

Walin. 
q The little book is most artistically gotten up, with 
numerous pen illustrations and half-tones. It is printed 
in two colors—orange and black. Forty-eight pages. 
Price 50 cents. 


HOW THE FAIRIES WON THEIR WINGS 
IpA Bette 


A delightful fairy story that will charm the heart 
of the child reader. In this very practical age we 
are neglecting the power of the imagination in form- 
ing character, and we welcome a renewal of our 
acquaintance with the folks of Elfland, especially 
when they lead us into a knowledge of right sorts of 
desire and action. This little story is full of interest 
because told with sweet naturalness, and it cannot 
fail to impress its lesson upon the mind. The book 
is illustrated and very pleasing from a typographical 
standpoint. 
Beautifully bound in limp, ooze calf stamped in gold. 
Price, leather, 85 cents; paper, 50 cents. 


UNITY TRACT SOCIETY, 
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